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THe Qc QuarteRLy 


FACT, FICTION, AND TRICKERY FOR THE SERIOUS WATERCOLORIST 


Eprror’s Note 


Like a monolith standing among ruins of fallen 
stone we occasionally outlast our peers. Our 
quiddity becomes obscure without them. Our 
peers shape us as we shape them. Without 
them we shape no one and our shape 
ossifies and ceases to grow. 
Change is the master 
key. Agility, geniality, 
and peace of mind 
are the bedrocks to 
longevity. So gather ye 
rosebuds while ye may 
— ‘cause there’s no 
painting in the dirt, 
six feet under. 


MyeRome Qc Quad Lane 


Awarps & Prizes 


Our unwavering commitment 
towards excellence in the fields of 
art, literature, and entertainment 
is self-evident. It’s only tasteless 
when it looks easy. 


Flying ce Award 
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Best 


Entertainment 


g Writin 4 


Since 256 B.C. 
WE OntyY PuBLisH 
THe Greats 


Apollo Art Award 
Of Excellence 


Palit sil. 
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THE Oc QUARTERLY 


A Worp From Our Sponsor 


UNCLE BILLY “BUCK” BANKS 


Thank you so kindly for snapping up 
yet another issue of the QC Quarterly. 
It's our grungiest issue yet. Our 
watercolor magazine stands second to 
none among discerning artists who 
endeavor to learn more. In spite of ourselves 
within the span of twelve pages if you happen to 
learn anything from us then we’ve done 
something that no television station in the nation 
has managed to do. 


The ill-written, misspelt missives adorning this 
issue are like the lopsided walk of a three legged 
dog. Fuddled by wine, lapsing into commas, we 
managed to piece together yet another issue of 
the QC Quarterly—one that is nearly palatable to 
read. Regardless, the preliminary spadework to 
bury this issue is well underway. 


For those of you who believe we could not 
possibly produce another issue of the QC’ Quarterly 
—we have news for you! Despite concocted dogma 
and idiosyncratic beliefs you can judge a book by 
its cover. Just flip back the page and look at ours. 
This isn’t the first ttme we slapped lipstick and 
cheap mascara on a pork loin and called it 
Enchaud Pengordine. So bon appetite! 

Youre in for a treat. 


J.K. Bryans 


Tre Reapinc Room 


Deepening waves 
conceal their tottering 
turrets and whirling firth 
—a sea without shore. 
Here a desperate man 
escapes to a nearby 
hilltop as another pulls 
oars above a glen that 
only lately he has plowed. 
Still another sails above 
his farmhouse entangled 
in limbs of an elm. 
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Stupefied, nymphs gape 
downward at immersed 
woodlands and dwellings. 
Dolphins dart among 
forest canopies and oak 
trees—while with no 
place to rest, no land in 
sight weary birds plummet 
into the sea. Advancing 
waters hammer hilltops 
as surging waves pound 
mountain tops with 
pummeling breakers and 
unabated swells. Withal 
those who do not vanish 
into the waters hunger, 
suffer, and die.t 


+ P Ovidius Naso’s Metamorphoses, The 
Flood, 8 Anno Domini; ‘Translators: 
Golding, Arthur, 1956; Kline, Anthony, 
2000; Lombardo, Stanley, 2011. 


QuOTH THE RAVEN 


They will never be 
grateful for what you do 
—and just as ungrateful 
if you don’t continue 
doing it. 


Wise is the one who 
does everything in its 
proper time. 


No one remembers 
us when we’re gone. 
The living are told not to 
stir the dead, and the 
dead are told to rest in 
peace—an equitable 
accord all around. 


A friend of mine went 
bald years ago but he 
still carries a comb in his 
back pocket. He just 
can’t part with it. 


Take the road less 
traveled with all its 
differences and delights. 
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Asx Ancry Brusn 


Dear Angry Brush, 


It’s been over two years since 
I’ve painted. Since then a full 
sheet of watercolor paper has 
doubled in price. What to do? 
—Twofold 


Dear Twofold, 


Economize—paint on half 
sheets. 


Dear Angry Brush, 


All my artist friends are either 
dead, dying, or in nursing 
homes. There’s no one left to 
paint with. What to do? 

— Deserted 


Dear Deserted, 


The saint who works no 
miracles is never glorified. So 
pop your bubble and paint 
some miracles. You’re not 
quite dead yet. 


Dear Angry Brush, 


There is no life left in my 
brushes. I fear it’s finally time 
to hang it up and call it quits. 
What to do? 

—Nearly Departed 


Dear Nearly Departed, 


He who becomes the sheep is 
eaten by the wolf. ‘Try a mop 
brush and quit your whining. 


Dear Angry Brush, 


Over the decades I have 
accumulated over seventeen 
tubes of yellow paint of 
various hues. Which to use? 
—Seeing Yellow 


Dear Seeing Yellow, 


Yellow is a highly staining 
paint. Apply it sparingly, and 
only on Wednesdays. 


@ 


4. 


GENERAL INFORMATION 


Membership in the Quite Content Watercolor Society (QCWS) requires 
a candidate to undergo the Great 28 Day Painting Challenge, where 
each day a painting is painted for twenty-eight straight days. Upon 
completion the artist is then juried in based on whether we like you 
or not. @Copyright 2023; All rights reserved. 


The Quite Content Quarterly relies extensively on the 
generosity of Wikipedia, Archive.Org, and OpenLibrary.Org to 


bring you the most obscure information possible. 


Please support 


each. A few bucks goes a long ways to keep the arts alive. 


Contacting us 1s ill advised. Yet, if you feel compelled to do so, 
write to us at: GoneFishingAndPainting@gmail.com. 
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POETRY 
UNTITLED 


Charles Cotton 
1630-1687 


Whilet in thie cold and bust‘ring clime, 
Where bleak windg howl and roar, 
We pags away the roughest time 
Hag been of many years before. 


In thig estate, | gay, it ig 
Some comfort to ug to suppose 
That in a better clime than thig, 


You, our dear friend, have more repose. 


If the all-ruling Dower please 

We live to gee another May, 

We'll recompenge an age of these 
Foul days in one fine Fighing Day. 


We then shall have a day or two, 
Perhaps a week, wherein to try, 
What the best master’s hand can do 
With the most deadly fighing fly. 


A day without too bright a beam, 
A warm but not a scorching sun, 
A southern gale to curl the gtream, 
And then half our work ig done. 


AT GALLERY 


HORACE RATHBONE 


THE Oc QUARTERLY 


TELL ME A TALE 
THE ANNUAL ANGLERS THEME COMPETITION 


BY ANGUS O’DONALD 


It is, I imagine, a sort of disorder, 
an inebriating delirium or mania of the 
mind. I have seen many afflicted by it 
and always the symptoms are the same. 
They revel in their madness—and if 
every Alistair, Duff, and Rory becomes 
a watercolorist then the whole of 
Scotland will soon be deprived of tubes 
of paint to squeeze and paint with. 
Fortunately, the victims are few. 


ANGUS O’DONALD 
Ist PLACE 


It is only those who possess fortitude 
above ridicule and a devotion to art 
who achieve prowess of the brush. 
Many have tried, bringing along with 
them paper, palette, and brush, sallying 
forth to the great outdoors with ardent 
euphoria to paint en plain air. Yet, the 
bitter experience often dampens their 
zeal and leaves them blunted forever. 
Painting is not as easy as it looks. 


Under the auspices of the Outer 
Hebrides Watercolor Society a prize 
competition was held in the month of 
October for our skilled and not-so 
skilled artists. Guidelines were fully laid 


out, and not all participants who were 
anxious to win a prize perused the rules 
carefully. It was our annual anglers 
theme competition. 


On that final Saturday of the month in 
great splendor a commendatory dinner 
was held. ‘The room was tastefully 
decorated, whisky was served in plenty, 
the trout was tepid yet not insipid, and 
the vice-chair gave a sterling speech on 
the joys and perils of Cerulean blue. 
After which awards were presented. 


As tradition demands all prize money is 
unfurled at the local pub for members 
to binge upon. Money is flat—but not 
meant for stackin’ nor storin’. Before 
leaving one last tipple was served by 
way of a wee Deoch an’ Doris. 


MALCOLM MCKAMEY 
BEST OF SHOW 


Swaggering away twelve thundering 
Lowlanders and a bagpiper stravaiged 
on home to find their ways elsewhere. 
A Scottish rebellion by any count— 
danger and delight growing on a single 


stalk. 
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Brushes Anoy ON FLANNAN ISLE 


TRAVELS OF CANDICE DUCREUX 


The morning broke with a crisp 
whistling gale sweeping across the west 
coast of northern Scotland. There we 
were in our staunch craft tossing and 
turning on heaving frigid waves, 
precariously gripping to Eilean Mor by 
a single tether line and no more. 


Here in is the remote archipelago of 
Flannan Isles in the Outer Hebrides of 
Scotland. On Eilean Mor stands a 
small rock chapel dedicated to St. 
Flannan and further up the crag is the 
lighthouse—finished in 1899 after four 
treacherous years of construction. 


Ritual dictates that we remove our hats 
and turn sun-wise once disembarking 
onto the isle. As we turned back there 
stood our instructor, Angus O’Donald, 
to greet us. 


“We have just these three wee hours to 
sketch and paint as the weather holds 
true, when the boat returns to fetch us. 
Nay, let us not waste time stravaiging 
about or surely we’ll be stranded here 
a fortnight eating duileasg and 
gnawing on limpets.” 


From the seashore our group ascended 
the brae to the grassy crag above 
where we briefly explored until Angus 
gathered us about to paint. 


“Aye, we must be quick about it. A 
sudden gust will whisk your paper up 
and away. Once on this very crag 
three men disappeared just that way— 
a good tale that never tires in the 
telling.” As Angus instructed we used 
block Arches paper and pencil for our 
preliminary sketches then applied ink 
to the best lines—erasing the rest. 


Before applying paint he queried us 
one by one, “And now where do you 
plan to lay down paint?” Everywhere 
was not an option. “As I see it, just a 
wee bit here and a wee bit there—and 
no more. Find your focal point and 
keep it simple.” 


For understated reasons Angus is a 
minimalist. Here in the Outer 
Hebrides there are no art stores. It is 
far too remote for luxuries. Necessity 
prevails. Upon the hills the lichen 
oozes reddish and golden brown juices 
yielding a fine dye for the woolens. In 
desperate times Angus uses these dyes 
for paint. “If I can conserve a tube of 
blue then the crotal supplies the rest.” 


As predicted the wind and sea began 
to churn fiercely. Our craft tethered to 
shore and loaded us up quickly. We 
bid good-bye to Eilean Mor—a plein 
air escapade at the edge of the world. 
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VERSE 


FLANNAN 

ISLE 

STANZAS |, Il, & X 

a: by Wilfred Wilgon Gibgon 
ps 1878-1962. 


Though three men dwell on Flannan Isle 
To keep the lamp alight, 

As we steered under the lee, we caught 
No glimmer through the night. 


A paging ship at dawn had brought 
The news; and quickly we get gail, 

To find out what strange thing might ail 
The keepers of the deep-sea light. 


Aye: though we hunted high and low, 
And hunted everywhere, 

Of the three men’s fate we found no trace 
Of any kind in any place, 

But a door ajar, and an untouched meal, 
And an over-toppled chair. 


We geemed to stand for an endlege while, 
Though still no word wag gaid, 

Three men alive on Flannan Iele, 

Who thought, on three men dead. 


AT GALLERY 


“URBAN SKETCHING” 
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(GRUNGE 
PAINTINGS BY 


florace RatHBoNne 


“FLIPSIDE RECORDS & TAPES” 


“THE CORNER GROCERY” 


THE OC QUARTERLY 


GRUNGE PAINTING As A PASTTIME 


A TALE OF THE NITTY AND GRITTY 


Few companions are better than 
a pencil, pen, and pad of paper. Out 
and about in exurbia and urban 
metropolis exist a wealth of subjects to 
sketch and paint. The ‘gritty and 
grungy are largely overlooked in favor 
of the esthetically ideal—those which 
satisfy the narrative for pedestrian 
appeal. 


From the dregs of Parisian dance halls 
to bordellos of filles de joie surfaced 
the art of Henri Toulouse-Lautrec. He 
proved that ‘gritty and grungy’ can 
yield great works of art. He seized 
upon his surroundings and took notice 
of ill-bred subjects as suitable themes 
to paint. His results were surprisingly 
well received. 


Phone booths, street signs, broken 
down cars, packed trash cans, 
discarded wine bottles, gas stations, 
storefronts, back-ally drudgery, 
exposed electrical wire, etc., are all 
well deserved subjects. Each provides 
elements of design. The challenge is 
to incorporate them together to create 


SARK ARIEL | 


balance with harmony, scale with 
proportion, and contrast with 
similarity. 


But don’t get hung up on principles. 
Grunge painting is not intended for 
swanky museums or high-priced 
exhibits but, instead, to be viewed in 
the mainstream by the mainstream. 
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“THe Fish MARKET” 
HORACE RATHBONE 
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GRUNGE PAINTING AS A PASTTIME 


A TALE OF THE NITTY AND GRITTY 


Grunge painting starts with a subject 
and an initial sketch. Spotlighted is 
the unremarkable—the dull and 
dreary; the run of the mill and 
common place; scenes that are so 
mundane and unimaginative that only 
street sweepers give them notice for 
an occasional cleaning. 


Among the lines and smears of 
graphite the best are transferred. 
From sketch paper to mixed-media 
paper the drawing is copied and 
buoyed up a notch. 


DONUTS 


This next phase is equally playful and 
captivating. Dip pens retrace lines; 
initial color is introduced; paint is 
splattered and smeared; more paint is 
splattered and smeared—this being 
the grunge effect; milky washes are 
added, toning down areas of 
indifference while enhancing others 
by leaving them alone; shadows are 
cast; and lines and colors are 
reenforced for emphasis and clarity. 


“Two BIT BRAINS” 
HORACE RATHBONE 


The layering process continues until a 
semblance of harmony is reached. 
This is your grunge painting in its 
infancy. ‘The next step is to enlarge it 
on professional watercolor paper. A 
quarter sheet is ideal while a full sheet 
is likely much too much too soon. 


The technique of ‘grunge’ is ample 
enough to keep any artist busy on a 
daily basis. It is simply a matter of 
setting your sights low—down in the 
gutter—while being on the lookout 
for lackluster, commonplace subjects, 
then making them interesting. 
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(GRUNGE 
PAINTINGS BY 


Florace RattBone 
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“THe Cup & SAUCER” 
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ADS or CoNnTRITION 
How We PAY THE BILLS 


Paint by Numbers 


\ 
ay - Al 
Never Fail Again! 
FULL SHEETS AVAILABLE 


Watercolor Paint 


Paint it Red 
with 
Cadmium Red 


e KY 
Cadmium Red 


For THE Goop 


i TIMES 
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BRUSHES MADE FROM STRINGENT 
MANUFACTURING STANDARDS. 
« = Sr > 
Holds more paint than leading synthetic brands. 
Buy several. Your neighbors will thank you. 


Ast EXCLUSIVE BOWS SCIENCE LARS™ OF re nIRS. 


Horace Rathbones 


~ ty 


Tumbling off the upper ridge of 
Italian Mountain a man can catch his 
breath three times, screaming bloody 
murder before his lifeless corpse comes to 
an abrupt end. 


One rainy evening in the summer of 1940 
such a man named Carl Anderson nearly 
met his fate off that mountain. Well 
above 12K feet while crossing the ridge he 
slipped and fell, possibly from a wee bit 
much of nip and drink. Dazed, he 
unexpectedly caught sight of glossy wet 
stones surrounding him. They were deep 
gemstone blue which were completely out 
of place and unfamiliar to him. 


Anderson packed out numerous samples 
for examination to the nearby town of 
Gunnison, Colorado. From antiquity, for 
eons, only three places in the world held 
repositories of gem quality Lapis Lazuli— 
the prominent being in the mountains of 
Badakhshan, Afghanistan. Now a fourth 
was found. 


The prospector quickly filed land claims 
and began mining the precious stones. 
The Smithsonian Institute would later 
state that the quality rivaled any in their 
collection. Anderson named the site the 
Blue Wrinkle Mine. 


Shortly after his death—the very day after 
—his son Andre claim-jumped the deeds 
then resumed mining for another ten years 
until his death in 1981. By trade Andre 
was a musician and accordion player. As a 
young man he led a rambunctious life, 
entertaining passengers on cruise ships, 


THE Qc QUARTERLY 


Incredible Tales of Art 


while in later years helping his father mine 
Lapis Lazuli during summers. 


Both men kept their yields close to chest, 
protecting their claims and wealth. Each 
was seclusive and miserly. Quite 
unforeseen the Gunnison library became 
an unexpected benefactor of $69,000 in 
Andre’s will, directed to establish a room 
for music and story telling. ‘True to his 
roots Andre lived as an artist, toiled for 
artists, then bequeathed to artists. 


Blue streaks emanating from the 
Blue Wrinkle Mines on Italian Mountain 


APRIL 2023 


Qc Science LaBs 


ON CERULEAN BLUE 


While Lapis Lazuli remains the pre- 
eminent blue pigment used throughout 
the ages, 19th and 20th century science 
have given us many superior pigments 
including Cerulean blue—a centerpiece 
for any artist's palette. 


Cerulean is a permanent, semi-opaque 
pigment of greenish-blue hue that does 
not slant towards violet. It is highly 
stable when exposed to light and retains 
its strength in mixtures with other 
pigments. ! 


One method to make Cerulean blue is 
to combine oxide of tin with a cobalt 
nitrate solution, then strongly heating 
the mixture. From this process a 
greenish blue mass is created. The mass 
then undergoes powdering and washing 
to finalize the pigment.? 


Another method is to precipitate 
potassium stannate with cobalt chloride, 
collecting and washing the solution, 
then heating the precipitate with pure 
silica. A good specimen contains 
approximately 49 parts binoxide, 18 
parts cobalt oxide, and 32 parts silica. 
Substituting calctum sulphate or lead 
sulphate in place of silica produces an 
unmistakably inferior product. 


Cerulean blue is inert, non-toxic, and 
nearly insoluble in water, posing little to 
no risk to the environment. 


'2.3 Church, Arthur Herbert, 1901, The Chemistry of 
Pants and Painting, London, Seeley and Co. Limited, 
pp. 212. 
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WheEN AT GALLERY 


ON THE DARKER SIDE 


When At Gallery 


| Stanley Drisdale's one man exhibit 
of fowl, ducks, and assorted poultry 


is the dullest ever. Fellow artist 
Roach Dimsley fulminates against 
him, accusing Stanley of being in 
the very dark business of 
deliberately and systematically 
boring his viewers to death. 


You Gasp: "You mean murder?" 


ROACH: "Indubitably—and it's 
only a matter of time before he 
paints again." 


ART IS NOTHING WITHOUT EXAGGERATION 


When At Gallery 


Frustrated and dispirited, you vow 
to pitch it all. Your figure drawings 
are atrocious. There's no denying 
it. Hieroglyphs are better. With 
great trepidation you approach 


the Maestro—notorious philanderer 
and uncontested sage of figure 
drawing. 


You Speak: "Maestro, please tell 
me the secret to drawing a woman's 
torso." 


MAESTRO: "Simply draw her closer 
and closer and closer.” 


THERE'S NO SUBSTITUTE FOR HANDS-ON EXPERIENCE 


When At Gallery 


At midnight in the woods 


® SOWS SCIENCE LADS 


at the crossroads you pull out 
your brush and begin to paint. 
Suddenly Satan appears out 

of the mist. The legend is true! 


Enchanted, you hand him your 
brush as he dips it in your 
palette and mystically paints 
the moon—then hands back 
the spellbound instrument. 


You SPEAK: "Does this mean 
I can now paint like a pro?" 


SATAN: "I never reneage on 
a contract.” 


BETTER KEEP THE DEVIL AT THE DOOR 
THAN HAVE TO TURN HIM OUT OF THE HOUSE. 
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NosBopy Lives Here ANYmorRE 


The Listeners 
by Walter de la Mare (1873-1956) 


‘Is there anybody there?’ said the Traveller, 
Knocking on the moonlit door; 

And his horse in the silence champed the grasses 
Of the forest’s ferny floor: 

And a bird flew up out of the turret, 

Above the Traveller’s head: 

And he smote upon the door again a second time; 
‘Is there anybody there?’ he said. 

But no one descended to the Traveller; 

No head from the leaf-fringed sill 

Leaned over and looked into his grey eyes, 
Where he stood perplexed and still. 


But only a host of phantom listeners 

That dwelt in the lone house then 

Stood listening in the quiet of the moonlight 

To that voice from the world of men: 

Stood thronging the faint moonbeams on the dark stair, 
That goes down to the empty hall, 

Hearkening in an air stirred and shaken 

By the lonely Traveller’s call. 
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NosBopy Lives Here ANYMORE 


The Listeners 
by Walter de la Mare (1873-1956) 


And he felt in his heart their strangeness, 
Their stillness answering his cry, 

While his horse moved, cropping the dark turf, 
Neath the starred and leafy sky; 

For he suddenly smote on the door, even 
Louder, and lifted his head: — 

‘Tell them I came, and no one answered, 

That I kept my word,’ he said. 


Never the least stir made the listeners, 

Though every word he spake 

Fell echoing through the shadowiness of the still house 
From the one man left awake: 

Ay, they heard his foot upon the stirrup, 

And the sound of iron on stone, 

And how the silence surged softly backward, 

When the plunging hoofs were gone. 
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Milled and Ground 
in the Finest Tradition 
of Italian Paints. 

IT's NATURAL PBR7—NOT FROM SYNTHETIC! 


Mail your unwanted 
clocks to Washington DC 
to express your distain. 


Senate Office Building 
o/c The Honorable 100 
United States Senate 
Washington, D.C. 20510 


ee 
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YALL MERCHANDISE MUST Gol oN I 


Dear QC Watercolor Society, 


Can You a OC anit nyt information about becoming 
Paint This} sn. 
Picture? |“ 


city 


state zip code 


- Then You Are In Demand! 


Do you like to sketch and draw? Dabble in watermedia paints? Have excess money to blow on a 
meaningless art society membership? Then join us at the QC Watercolor Society today! Band 
together with fellow artists and transform yourself into the artist that you always wanted to be! 
Paint and draw as much as you like—we don't care. Just send us your money, then delight in 
bragging to others that you're one of us. It's that simple! Just send us your money! Today! 


